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Michael nodded.    " Commonwealth."
" That won't prevent their camouflaging their objection
to losing the children's wages," said the physical exerciser.
A close discussion ensued between the three young
women as to the exact effect of children's wages on the
working-class budget. Michael beat his eggs and listened.
It was, he knew, a point of the utmost importance. The
general conclusion seemed to be that children earned on
the whole rather more than their keep, but that it was
* very short-sighted in the long run,' because it fostered
surplus population and unemployment, and a " great
shame " to spoil the children's chances for the sake of the
parents.
The re-entrance of the egg-beater put a stop to it.
" They're beginning to come in, Norah."
The physical exerciser slipped out, and Norah Curfew
said :
" Now, Mr. Mont, would you like to see them ? "
Michael followed her. He was thinking : ' I wish Fleur
had come!' These girls seemed really to believe in
things.
Downstairs the children were trickling in from school.
He stood and watched them. They seemed a queer blend
of anaemia and vitality, of effervescence and obedience.
Unselfconscious as puppies, but old beyond their years ;
and yet, looking as if they never thought ahead. Each
movement, each action was as if it were their last. They
were very quick. Most of them carried something to eat
in a paper bag, or a bit of grease-paper. They chattered,
and didn't laugh. Their accent struck Michael as deplor-
able. Six or seven at most were nice to look at; but nearly
all looked good-tempered, and none seemed to be selfish.
Their movements were jerky. They mobbed Norah Curfew
and the physical exerciser; obeyed without question,